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But I had to half-carry, half-support Wilfred for
more than a quarter of a mile to the nearest human
habitation.  His fair hair flopped over his eyes and
every now and again he emitted an irritable, half-
suppressed "Ow!"  It all came back to me vividly
when I first escorted a wounded man back to the
field dressing-station. With some difficulty we found
an ancient cab to drive us back to Rugby.  On the
way we decided that we would tell nobody exactly
why Wilfred had had to jump,   "Of course that's
really funking, just as much as it would have been
if we hadn't done the jump," he said implacably, and
there seemed no answer to this either. But I let it
pass and we didn't tell a soul. Wilfred himself was
wiped out five years later in one of the fore-doomed
Somme fiascos, quite in the Balaclava tradition. As
he slowly died, with fading, jumbled memories of
who knows what childish scenes, I can fancy that he
was visited by a grim, fleeting satisfaction. He had
screwed himself up—for the last time.
I am told nowadays that the most important
qualification for the head master of a public school
is that he should be unlike his predecessor, and that
if the last head master was an idealist, a fine teacher
and a power in. the pulpit, the new head master
should be a sceptical man of affairs, a great builder,
with a passion not so much for sermons as for drains.
I dare say this is a sound plan; in any case, it has
produced that comparatively recent phenomenon,
the head master in grey flannel trousers; the head
master who drops into the boys' studies and calls
them by their Christian names. Dr. James, who was

